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CHAPTER XVIL

At the Brick Store.
HAERE were two grand places
the commuuity,

for go=sip D

the oid tavern omn the Edge-

wood slde of the bridge and
the brick store In Riverborv. The com-
pany at the Edgewood tavern wonld
be a trifle diferent iIn chammcter, more

pictureaque, imposing nud eclectic bhe.
cause of the tronpsient guests that gave
variety. Here might be
found a Jodge or 4 lawyer on bis wWay
to court, a sheriff with a bhandeuffed
farmer of (Wo stopping on

it change and

it.';lh-_!]_',-': a

the road to market with g cartfal of
prodduce and am occasional teamster,
peddier nod stage driver On winter
nights « story tellers ke Jed

sampion
and Rish Bizxby would drop in
wien neck com
g the wall side,

\orril
there und bang thed

forters on the pegs alo

-

mhere tlicre were already bals, top
roits and far mufMers, ns well ns
stacks of whips, canes and oxgonds
standinge in 1he corpners. Ther wonlid
then etter the room, ribbing their
hands cenial 1nd. xiding to Com
pank Cepbas Cole, F'hil Perrs
oo themselves snugly
v the ZTedl open re
place he landlopd was u]\\'a_\'s.;.'l:l-l
o see them enter, for their stories,
thoueh old to him, were pew [0INADY
of the assembled compaay Al bad a
remarkable «dect n the consumption
of lguid refreshinent
O sgmmer ¢velnlnss SossIp wnus iar
guld in the vi [ any ocourred
at all it wouid be on = loufers’ bench
at one or the other side of the bridge.
1 hen o weather eame the group
f wits gathered in Riverhore
itk at 1 ¢ Bart's viner a shop or
st th k sior g ing to fapey
The 1 » wns perbmps the fn
vorite for Niver riv talkers It wns s
rEt i winory, square | k build
Ing, wit £ m ed chimney sDd
an open i When every house in the
Lo . had six feet of spow
, . a cave be bto
| to the w Star ind a crowd of
ten or fifteen men would 1 therwd
there t inz. ilat ng. s
ing. ch¢ e, hragging, 1
ers, sinpinz wanning stories
Some of the men had bLeen through
the war of 1812 and mild display

wounds received on the field of valor,
rthers wore 911l prouder of sears won

e ter= with the Indians el
there w é d oo % revoluy
tlopary roteran, Bill Dunlam by pame
who would add bloody tales of his en-
punters with the “Husshons ™

“Tis sn nwful =in to have on your
syl Bl wourzid say from his place
fa a dark corper. where he would sit
with hi= har puiled over his eves tiil

the psrcbological moment came for the
gy’ ¥

an awful =in to have on your son!—the

“Hussbhons™ o be trotted our

]

on of a

FAars O [ART I

HAVE YOU
A CHILD?

women leng for children. but because of

...'n-w curabile physical derangement are deprived
of this greatest of all haopun-sa.

The women whose names Jallow were restored
to pormal health
bie Compou

by Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegeta-
Write and ask them abour 2.

“] took your Com-
pound and have a fine,
4 strong baby. ' — Mrs,
Ty JouN MircHELL, Mas-
“§ sena, N. Y.

“Lydia E. Pinkham's
] Vegetable Compound !z a
wonderful medicine for
expectant mothers. "' —
Mrs. AL M. MyErs, Gor-
donville, Mo.

“*1 bighly recommend
Lydia E. Pinkham's Veg-
etable Compound before
¢hild-birth, it has done so

shohocken, Pa.

“*1 took Lydis E. Pink-
| bam’s Vegetable Com-
pound to build wp my
system and have the
dearest baby girl in the
qworld.” — Mrs. Moss
BLAKELEY, Imperial Pa

“] praise the Com-
pound whenever 1 havae
8 chance. It did so much
for me befare my litte
girl was born."" — Mrs.
ol E. W. SanpEnRs, Rowles-

burg, W. Va.

“1 took your Com-
pound before baby was
born snd feel T owe my
1 life to it ""—Mrs, WINNIE

Turis, Winter Haven,

Advertllsement

| benches

| the oid
l thie rrowd with his sleeves roiied
bowent to the sink and washed, and then
| Bt down In the room

l roborated Abel

if they wa'n't nothin® more'n 0 many
ignorant cockroaches. Them was the
great days for fightin'! The Husshons
was tha biggesat men | ever seen on the
firld, most of ‘em wstandin’
eight in their stockin’s—but Lord! how
we walloped ‘em! Once we had a can-
pon mounpted an’ loaded for "em
was s0 large we bad to draw the ball
into it with a yoke of oxen!™

|  Bill pansed from force of bablt, just
as be had paused for the Inst twenty
been times when

years. There had

roars of incredulous langhter had
greeted this boast, but most of this
particular group had beard the yarn

more than once and let It pass with a
i smile snd a wink, remembering the
night that Abel Day hnd asked oid Bill

six feot |

I |
that | eariy

how they got the oxen owt of the ran- |

non on that most memorahle oceasion.
“Oh,” sald Bill, that was ensy
enough We jest unyoked ‘em an’
| tnrned “em out o the primin® hole®™
eariv Octobvwr, but
and

It wwas only
had been a Killing FEzra
Simms. who Kept the brick store, flung
some shavings and small wood on the

| hearth and lizhted a hinze, fust to in
duce & little traite and start conversa-

frost,

tlon on what threatened to be a dull
evenlng Peter Morrill, Jed’s eldest
brother, had Iateiy returned from a
-~ — - TOIT
— F s _‘. --\'/ )
=
T = | SV AT

“} remember that funeral wall.,”
long trip throngh the state and into

New Hampshire nud his adrentures by
| field nnd flood were alwavs worth lis
| tening tn. He went about the country

mending clocks and many an old

timeplece still bears his name. with
the date of repairing written in penell

[0

‘on the inxide of the door,
There was never any labk of sub-
jectas at rthe brick store, the idiosyn-

| rrasies of the nelghbors being the most

| prolific source of anecdote and com-
ment. Whenever all else failed there
| was alwars the latest story of Deacon
Raxter's parsimony. in which the 1)
Iazs traced the influoence of heredits
“He can't hardly help it fnheritin® it

thore |

seem to have no beaux: what with fiy-
in' aronnd to keep up with the deacon
an’ bein’ a mother to Patience, her
hands is full, I gness.™

“1f things was n little mite dif'rent
all ronnd I conld prognosticate who
Waltstill eonld keep house for,” was
Peter Morrill's opinlon

“You mean Ivory Boynton? Well, If
the deacon was anked he'd never give

his consgent, that's certain, an’ Ivory
gin't in mo position to keep a wife
anywnre What was It yon heerd

‘bout Anron Boynton up to New Hangp
shirs, Peter?" asked Abel Diny.
sConsid’ahle, one way an' another,
an' none of {t would 'a’ been any com-
fort to Ivorsy T gness Anron 'n’ Jake
Cochrane was both of "em more [nter.
ested in savin' the slsters’ souls than
the brathers’. Aaron was a fine ap-
pearin® man, and so was Jake for that
matter, 'n’ ther both had the gift o
gub There's nothin' like a lmber
tongn» if yon want to please the wo-
men folks, If report says true, Aaron
died of a fever oul in Ohblo some-
wheres. Cortlund’s the place, 1 blieve.
Seems ‘s if he nid his trall all the way

from New Hampshire somehow, for as |

a usual thing a man o book learnin’
like him wonld be remembered wher-
ever he went. Wouldn't you cail Aaron
Hornton a turrible 'arned man, Timo-
thy

Timothy Grant. the parish eclerk, bed
fust entered the store on an errand;
but. being directly addressed and fudg-

ing that the subject noder discussion |

was n disereet one and that it was too

begin, he Joined the group by the fire-
side. HFlo bad preached in Vermont for
eovernl vears as an ftinerant Metho-
dist minister before settiing down to
farming in Edgewood. only giving up
his profession becanse his quiver was
so full of ltle Grants that a wander.
ing life was diffienlt and nndesirable.
When T'nele Bart Cole had remarked
that Mis® Grant had a little of every-
thing in the way of baby stock now—
hiavk
leht complected, fat an’ lean, tall an’
twins an’ singles—Jed Morrill

<hort

in the evening for drinking to |

|

red an® yaller haired, dark and |

had observed devly, “Yes, Mis® Grant |

reminds me of charity.”
inguired Uncle Rart

kind o'

How's that?*

‘She heareth all things,” chuckled
leel

“Aaron Boyton” was indeed a man of
mo=<t ndhesive larnin’.” agreed Tim-
'othy, who had the reputation of the
nree=t and most unusaal vocabuiary
in Edgewood. *“Next to Jacob Coch-
mne 1 should say Aaron had maore

ronld tnik the tail off n brass mookey.” |

i L
iRLNis

| thongh, an'

aramdelquence as an orator than any
mon we've ever bad in these parts. It
don’t =een "2 I Ivory

thut way

SIMArt 8. A

The little
whip an’

nfter his father
feller, now, is
“Yes, but Rodman sin't no Kin to the
lorntons,” Abe! reminded him.
from the other side o the
Well, Ivory does for cer-
r. rizht
spoken n dox

vears, 1

his mothe
hnin't

nfter

ns many eSS

Ivore's

they do sav he conld talk

“He |

ot o sieht o book knowledge, |

| be an awful interestin’

wne goin® to tnke

fever 1 an'ensy denth from a warrior's
pint o' view!"

vSpeakin’' of easy death,” continued
Timothy, “von know 'm a great one
tor words, bein’ something of & schol
ard in myv =mall way. Mehbe yon no
tived] that Elder Boopne nsed a strange
word in his sermon  Inst Sunday?
Wwords alr curous things somelimes,
as I know,. hevin' had consid'able lels-
ure tme to read when [ was joggin’
‘bout the country an’ bein® brought
into coutack with men o' learnin’. The
wny | worked it out. not wishin’ Lo ask
Parson auy more questions. bein’ some-
thing of a scholard myself, is this:
The youth in Ashy I8 a peculinr kind
o' yvouth, 'n’ their religion disposes 'em
to lay no kind o' stress on huming Hife,
When ansthing goes wrong with ‘em
an’ they get a set back In war or bnsl-
ness, or affairs with women folks, they
want to die right off, so they tnke n
sword an’ stan’ It stralght up wher-
ever they happen to be, in-“the shed or
the barn or the henhonse, an’ they

p'int the sharp end right to their waist |

line. where the howels an® other vital

organisms s loweated, an' then they
fall on to 1t. It runs ‘e vight theongh
to the back an® kills “em like an shat, and

that's the way I eal'lute the youth in
Aszhy dies, if my entomology is correct,
as it goen'ally is™

“Don't seem an easy death to me,
argued Ezra, “but I ain’t no scholard,
What college did you attend to, Tim?*"

“1 don't hold no diaplomn.” responded
Timothy, “though I attended the Ware-
bam academy quite a speil, the same
time a8 your sister was goin’ to Ware-
bam seminary where eddication s still
beln' disseminanted though of an awful
poor kind compared to the old times.”

“It's live an’ larn,” sald the store-
keeper respectfully. “T never thonzht
of a seminary heln’ a place of dissemi-
nation before, but you can see the two
words Is near kin.”

“Yon can’t allers tell by the =ound.”
gnld Timothy Instractively.
times two words "1l «tart from the snme
oot an” branch out diff'rent, like ‘crit
ter’ an' ‘hyporritter.” A ‘hrpocritter’
must natcheraliy start by bein' a “erit
ter.,"” but a critter afin’t obliged to be a
‘hypoeritter” “thout he wants tn,”

“1 shonld hone not.,” Interpolated
Abel Day piousiy. “Entomalogy must
stuidy. thouch
I never thought of observin® words my
self, "cept to avoid vulgar lnnguagze an'
profanity.”

“Husshon's a cur'ous swsword for a
man,” interjected Bill Dunham with a
Inst despairing effort. 1
seein' a Husshon once that™—

“Perhaps you ain't tn
closely, Abel,” =ald Timothy, not tak
ing note of any ioterruption. simply
using the time to direct n stream of to-
bacco juice to an inecredible distance,

“Some

0116

| bug landing It neatly in the cxact spot

tireok an” Latin both, If we hal any of |
et in the comnmunity 10 converse with
I've never poid ue intention o the

| dead lanzuages, bein® 2o ockerpied with
“Why do ther eall ‘em the dead lan-
gunges, Tim?® hesl Rish Bixby
“Beoeatise all them that ever spoke
| ‘et tas  peerished off the face o he
Innd,” Tihnothy aopswered oracniarly,
“Dead an’ gone they bhe, lock., stock
and barrel: yvet there wns a time when
 Intins an” Crusiacean nn' Hebrews
an' Prooshians an’® Anstealinus an® 5§
messans was clhintterin® away in their
awn tongues, an' so pow'fal that they
was wiallopin® the whole earth, you !l

| the )

| hnna

'on both sldes wan Abwl Twav's apin-
fomn “The Baxzters was nllers snug
from time "'memorial, and Foxy's the |
snugeest of ‘om. When [ look at his

nzly mug an' bhear his sunrlin® volee |
| thinks to myself, goin'
\wnr his father did. When old Levi
| Baxter was left a widder man in that
bouse o his'n up river he grew wuss
!3!1' rou remember, till
wa'n't hardly human at the last, and 1
| don’t belleve Foxy even went ap to his
own fatber's funeral”™

! **Twouid ‘o' served old Levl right If
|nobody eise hind gone,” sald Hish Bix-
| by

he's the

wuss_ |f he

Into the house il the Inst min-
He staved to work In the barn (1)
the folks had sesembled apd even
men were all down on
the kitchen. The parson
for him, and I'm hiest
dido’'t come In through
up

| Colne

the eettin’
in
sont me out

ERUNLR

where the coflin
was, as cool as a cowenmber.”

“I remember that funeral well” cor
Duy. “An' Mis' Day
beerd Levi say to his daughter, as
soon as they'd put poor old Mrs, Bax
ter int® the grave, ‘Come on, Marthy;
there’s no use cryin’ over spilt milk;
we'd better go bome an' husk out the
rest o' that corn.' Old Foxy could have
izherited plenty o' meanness from his
father, that's certain, an’ he's added to
hia iuberitance right slong, llke the

thrifty man he in. 1 hate to think o
them two fine girls wearin' their fin-
gers to the bome for his benefit.”

“tih, well "twon't last forever."” sajd
Rish Bilxby “They're the han'somest
Cutipae O gICIs o tue niver, an' ther'll
get bushanfls afure many yvears. Pa
tHence "I have one pretty soot,. by the
looks. Sl ver bidges on ipceh Liue
Mark Wilson or Phil Perry are follerin’
hebilnd, wirh ephins Cole watchin® his
chapce right nlopg tid Wairstill

When hiz wife died he refused to |

=N Te |

ir |

don'y * ¢ alm and

misht say.”

"I bet yer they never trisd to wallop
these here Unlted Stntes.” Interpolated
Bill Dunham from the dark corper by
the molasses hogsbead

“12 lvory in here?" The door npened
and Rodman Boynton appeared on the
thireshioll

N, M

Yeen

=lmmns

] vory ain’t
silted Ezra
#in’t pothin’ the
your houyse "

“No, nothing particular,” the boy an-
swered, “only Aunt Boynton don't
seem %0 well as common, and I can't
find Ivory anywhere.”

“Cowe along with me, I'll belp yon
ook for him, an” then I'll go as fur ne
ne with yer if we don’t find him.™
Apd kindly Rish Bixby took the boy's
mind left the store,

“MIsST Boynton's had a spell
suErestag storekeeper,
door into the
]'t'ur.t' tor L
ve her to Rod.™
"She don’t have no spells,” said Abel

eveunt,”

there WALLer over to

I guess!™
the peering
thie

like

through
“"Tuln't

anmd lea

out nights

IPay. “Uncle Bart sees consid’able of
Ivory, an’ he =ays his mother Is ns
quiet 48 a lamb. Couldn’t vouo git no

kind of a certifente of Aaron’s death
out o that Enfleld feller, Peter? Seems
& If that poor woman oughiter be stoq-
et for a dend mun: tncker-
in" herself all out nn' keepin' Ivory an'
the boy all nerved up.”

“I've told Ivory evervihing I could
gather up in the way of Information
and give him the names of the folks
that had writ back to New
Hampshire. 1 didn’t dilate on Aaron's
goin’s on in Effingham and Portsmouth,
‘enuse | dassay ‘twas nothin® but sean-
dal. Them as hates the Cochranites 'l
never allow there’'s any in ‘am,
I've mel some Is servin'
the Lord good an® canstant gn’ loduale-
in* In no Kind of foollshness an' devi)
try whatsoever.”

“Spenkin® o
Dunham from
ber™

“We wa'n't alludin® to no Husshons, ™
retorted Timothy <Grant "We wos
dealln’ with the misfortnnes of Aaron
Boynton, who never fit valorously on
the fleld o battle, ot perislied out In
Ohilo of scarlit fever, If what they say
in Enficld 1g true”

“"Tia an ensy denth.” remarked Bl
argumentatively, “Searlit fever don't
seem ke nothin® to me! Many's the
time I've been close enough to fire at
the eveball of 1 Husshon an’ ren the
reek o hedn® Blown 1o smbthersens®
ool 1 mllers was too! Scarlit

Walchin

in Ohto

o]

whereas ns

Husshons,'
his

said  RBil
corner, *1 remem.-

this |
‘T bope |

he had intended. *It's n trade by it

self, yon might sar. ehservin® 1=, an'
there’'s auother sing’lar corraptiont
The Whizs in foreign parts, =o thoey

say, mild stone 1owers to ol erve the
evil machinniions of the Torles, an’
the word ‘observatory’ come into zen.
eral usel All entomology: nothin® but
entomaology.™

“I don’t

50

where in thunder you

I

| me to read

remember |

observe |

pleked up so muach larnin’. Timothy ™
It was Abel Diay's exclomation, buat
every one agzreed with him, |
CHAPTER XVIil,
The Rod That Elossomed.
VORY BROYNTON bml tnken the

Lorse and zone to the villpge on
an errand, a rare thing for bim

to do after dark, so Hod was
thinking a< he =at In the living room
fenrning his Sunday <chool lesson on
the same ening that the men wore

gossiping at the brick stove, His nunt
hid required him from the time when
he was pr
rerudd at least 0 part of o chapter In the
Rille with
Genesis, he had reached Levitiens and
hud made up his mind that the Ribie
was a touch more diffionit tin
“Scottish Chiefs” notwithstanding the
fact that Ivory helped him over most
of the hard Al the present
ineture e wns vastly interested in
the subject of “rods™ a8 unfolded in
the book of Exodus, which was being
studied by his Sumdur school class,

every  nizht tezinndnge

boak

pnoes,

| Whnt added to the exclitement was the

darkness. |

| Aarog,

fact that his Christinn
Aunron, Kept appearing in the chronicle
ns frequently as that of the great law
glver Moses bimself, and there
many verses nbout the wonder work
ing rods of Moses and Aaron that had
n strauge offect tpon the boy's
when he read them alowd, as he loved

uncle's e,

waerns

~nr

ficient enongh 1o do so 10 |

toglo whenever he was left alone for a

time, When his sunt was in the room
his instinet kept him from doing this,
for the mere mention of the name of
he feared, might sadden his
aunt and provoke in her that danger-
ous veln of reminiscence that made
|"nf‘_\' S0 nnxious.

“It kind 0" muakes me nervous to bhe
named Rod, Aunt Boynton,” said the
boy, leoking up from the Rible. “All

the rads Iin these Exodus chapters do |

such dreadful things! Ther become

| serpents, and one of them swnllows up

|
|
.

1
1
|
|
i

all the others, and Moses smites
waters with & rodl. and theyw
blaad, and the people can't drink the
water and the fish die! Then thes
stretelh s rod neross the streams nod
ponds and bring a plague of frogs over
the Innd, with swarms of flies sl hor
rible insects.™

“That

wits to show God's power to

Pharnoh and melt his hard heart to!
obedlence and reverence,” expinined |
Mrs. Boynton, who had known the |l

Bible from cover to cover in her youth
and counld still give chapter anld verse
for bundreds of her favorite pissages

“It took an awful lot of meiting, I'hn-
raoh’s  heart!” exclalmed the hay.
“PFharnolh must have been warse than
Deacon Baxter! I wonder If they ever
tried to make him good hy bedng kind
to him! I've rend and read, but 1
ean’t find they used anything on bim
but plagues and famines and boils and
pestilences and thunder and ball and
fire! Have T got a middle name. Aunt
Boynton, for I don't like Iod vory
much?

“1I never heard that vou had a mbddle

bwreonnee |

Bamwe; vou must ask Ivory,” sald his !

aunt nlhstractedly,

“Did my father name me Rod, or my
molher?”

“I don't really know. Perhaps It was
your mother, but don't ssk guoestions,
please.”

“1 forgot, Aunt Boynton! Yes, |
think perhaps my mother named me.
Mothers 'most alwnys name their ba
bles, don't they? My mother wasn't
like you, she looked just like the ple-
ture of Pocahontas in my history. She
never knew about these Bible rode, |
gness."

“When you go a little further you
will ind pleasanter things abont rods.”
snid his sunt, knitting, Kknitting in
tensely, as was bher hablt, and talking
as if her mind were 1,600 miles away.
“You Lknow they were Jjust Iittle
branches of trees, and it was only
God's power that made them wonder-
ful in any way."

“Oh! I thought they were Hke the
slnging teacher’'s stick he keeps time
with.”

“No; If you look at your concordance
vou’ll find it gives you a chapter in
Numbera where there's something
beautiful about rods. I have forgotten
the place. It bas been many Fyears
since 1 looked at it. Find it and read
it aloud to me.” The boy searched his
concordance and readily found the ref-
erence in the 17th chapter of Numbers,

“Stand near me and read,”” said Mrs
Bosnton. I like
rend alond!™

Rodman took his Bible and resad.
slowir and haltingly, dut with clear
ness and understanding:

“1. And the Lord spake unto Moses,
saying,

“2. Speak unto the children of Isrjel.
and take of every one of them a rod
according to the house uf.thelr fathers,
of all their princes acgording to the
honse of their fathers twelve rods:
write thou every man’s name upon bis
rowd.”

Throngh the boy's mind there darted
the finsh of a thought, a sad thought
He himself wns a Rod on whom
man's name seemed to be written, or-
phan that he was, with no Enowledge
of his parents!

Suddenly he hesitated, for he had
eaught sight of the name of Aaron in
the verse that bhe was about to rend
and did pot wish to pronounce It in
hi= annt's hearing.

“This chapter {s most too bhard for
out loud, Aunt Boynton,™
e stammered.
self nud read it to Ivory firet?

“Go on. go on, yon read very sweet
I¥. 1 ennnot
nml 1 wish to hear It

fug his eves from the Bible:

“3, And thou shalt write Aaron's
name upon the rod of Levi: for one rod
shull be for the head of the house of
their fathers.

4. And thon shalt lay them up
the tabernacle of the congregation be-

in

no |

to hear the Bible |

“Can I study it by my- |

remember what comes |

fore the testimony, where I will meet |

wiithh you.
=N And it

the

f' B

{o

shall

shnll
whom 1

cOome pass

man's rodd, choose,

Rodman Took His Bible and Read.

shall blossom: and I wiill make to cease
from me the murmurings of the chil-
dren of Isrmel, whereby they murmurs
agniust you.™

Rodman had read on, absorbed in
the story and the picture it presented
to his imagination. He liked the fden
of all the princes having a rod aceend-
ing to the house of their fathers. He
liked to think of the little branches
being lald on the altar in the taber-
nacle, and above all be thought of the
longing of each of the princes {o have
hi= own rod chosen for the Dblossom-
ing.

“6. And Moses spoke unnto the chil-
dren of Iscnel, and every one of thelr
princes gave him a rod apiece. for each
prince one, according to their father's
houses, even twelve rods;: and the rod
of Anron was among thelr rods.”

Oh! how the boy hoped that Anron’s
branch would be the ope chosen
blogsom! He felt that his aunt won!d
Lo pleased, too, but he read on steadily,
with eves that glowed and breath that
came ol went In a very palpitation
of Interest

“7. And Moses lald up the rods be
fore the Lord in the tabernacle of wit
‘]-‘4'.‘6

“S. And it enme to pass, that on the
mourrow Moses went lnto the taber
nincle of witnesas: and. behold, the roid
of Aaron was budded and brought
forth buds, nnd bloomed blossoms, and
vlelded almonds.™

It was Aaron's rgd, then, and was an
almond branch! How beautiful, for
the hlossoms wonld have bLeen pink
and how the people musg have mar
velled 1o see the lovely bhloowing thing
on the dark altar, tfirst budding, then
blossomiong, then bearing nuts! And
what was the rod chosen for? He bur
ried on to the next verse

"l And Moses brought out sll the
rods frem before the Lord unto all the
chlldren of Isrnel: and they looked, and

| ok every man his rod,

that |

to |

The hoy continued, but without rais. | her side
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Tll'l. And ll‘v-:wrt'[ seid unto Moses, Ivory usually bought ;s groceries

Bring Aanron’s rod aguin before the tes-
timony to be kept for a token agalnst
the rebels; and thon shualt quite take
away thelr murmurings from me, that
they die not,”

“Oh, Aunt Bornton,” cried the hoy,
“I love woy name after I've heard abont
the almond rod! Aren’t you prouil that
it's uncle's nnme that was written on
the one that blossomed?"

He turned swiftiv to find that his
aunt's kaoitting had slipped on the |
floor; her nerveless hands drooped by I
as if there were no life in
them, and ber head had fallen agninst
the back of her chalr., The boy was
paralyred with fear at the sight of her
closed eves and the deaihly pallor of
her face. He had never seen her ke |
this before, and lvory wns away. He
flew for o bottle of spirit, always kept |
in the kitchen cupbonrd for emergen- |

cles, and throwing wood on the fire in |
passing, he swung the crane so I'l;.IEI-
the ten kettle wius over the flnme. He |

knew only the humble remedies that |
he had =een used here or there in fil-
ness and tried them thmldly, preaying
every moment that he might hear
Ivory's step. He warmed a soapstons
in the embers and, taking off Mrs
Bornton's shoes. put it under her cold
feet. He chafed ber hands amd gently
ponred a spoonful of brandy between
her pale lips. gLhen, sprinkilng cam
phor on a handkerchief, he held it to
her nostrils, and to his jor she stirred
in her chair:; before many minutes her

| lids fluttered, ber lips moved, and she

put her hand to her heart.
“Are better, funt

dear®™ Rod

xou

| asked in o very wavering aud tearful

{ voice.

|
She did not answer: she only opened 'I
bher eves and looked at him. At length
she whispered faintly, "1 waut l\ua'}';l
I want my son."
“He's out, aunt dear. Shall 1 11-»‘111
you to bed the way Ivory I
vou'll let me. then I'll run to the bridge i
‘eross lots like lightoing amd bring bhim
back.” 1
She assented and, leaning heavily on
lits slender shoulder, feohly
into her bedroom off the lUiving room
Hod was as gentle as a mother, and he
was familiar with all the littie offices
that could be of any comfort—the
sonpstone warmed again for her feet, |
the ULringing of her nightzown from i
the eloset and when she was in bhed |
another spoonful of brandy in hot
milk: then the camphor by her sii

Aowes ?

walkend

extra homespun blanket over hor s |
the door left open so thuut she conkld see '
the open fire that be made iuto a |
chearful huddle, contrived so that it |

would not suap and throw ont dauger
ous spirks in his alsence

All the while he doinge
Afrs. Boynton quietly in the
talking 1o hersel? fitfully in the
murmuring tone thar was h:
her, He conld distineulsh =
anvthing, only enough to guess that
her mind was still on the Bilde story |
thnat he was reading to her whon slhie

this
besid
faint
hitual to

roely |

was

iny

fainted “The rod of Aaron wps
among the other rod<" he heard hoer
gay, and n moment later, “RBring An

ron s rod aeain before the testimony

Was it his unele’'s nnote that hid s
affected her? wondered the bov, 2
most gick with remorse, althoneh be
had tried his best to evade her cotg. |

mand e read the chaptor nlomd. What
would lvory, his hero, his pnttern and
example, say? It had '
Rod’'s pride to carey his Hitle share of
burden that fell to Ivory, to |
faithful and heipfua! In every task giv
en to him e walk through |
fire without tincldng if
Ivory tolid L to, and he only prayed
that he might not TR |
for this new cnlamity

- | Ivorv!™”
volte from the bedroom

nlways e

every

¢oid
L thaouaes it

Lo responsible |

wnnt catme In a feeble |

|
*Does your side nche worse” Roil
asked, tiptoeing to the door |
“Noo 1T am quite free from pain™ I
“Would sou be afrald to stay |
just for awhile i 1 both doors |
and run toe find lvory and bring biwm
baek ¥
“No 1 will sleep,' she whispered
closing her eves, “Diring him guickly
before | forget what 1 want to say
him"
Rod sped down the laue and over
tha flelds to the brick store whers

alom

loek

"

His cousin was not there, but one o
the men came out and offered to il
his horse amd drive over the brifige &
oo if Lo were at one of the nelghborr,
on that side of the river. Not 4 worl
did 1Iod breathe of his aunt’s fipess
he simply =said that she was looesons
for Ivory. and so he canme to find him
In five minutes they saw the Boynte
horse hitehed to n tree by the roadsida
Hod called him snd
Mr. Bishy, got into IveryiQf ™
wagzon to waft for him. He tried i
best to explatn the situntion as the
drove along., but finally conciuded b
saving: “Aunt really made me read th
chapter to ber, Ivory. 1 tried not &
when [ saw uncle's name in mOst eF
ery verse, but I couldn’t help It.”
“(f course you conldn’t! Now Fa
Jump out and hiteh the horse while!
mn i and see thut nothing has hap

and In a trice

thanking

peneil while she's been left alose
Perhaps you’ll have to go for Dr, Pe
l'.\-‘."

Ivoty went In with fear and trem

biloz, for there was no sound save th
ticking of the tali clork. The fire bum
¢ low upon the heartl, and the do
was npen Inta his mother’s room. B
liftedd o candie that Tod bad left read
on the tnhle snd stole enftiy to her b
side. She was sleeping lke a chiM,
Liut exhavstion showed itself in every
her face. He felr her hands

| ¢
line of

and feet and found the soapstone B
the Lod, siw the brandy bottle ad
the remains of a cup of milk on e
light stand. poted the bandkerchisl

of enmphor, on the counts-
pane and the binpket spread carefuly
over her kn il then turned
provinely to mieet Rod stealing into the
room on tiptoe, his eyes Lig with fear.

“We won't wake her, Rod. I'll wated
awhile, then sleep ou the sitting roo®
lounge.™

“Let me witeh, Ivory! 1°d feel bet
ter if you'd let me, houest 1 would™

The bov's face was drawn with sas
fety Ivory's strention was attracted
by the wistfl eves and the beauty of
the forehend under the dark hair He
seemed something more than the chid
of yvesterduy—a care and responsibiliry
nud expense for all his loving obedi
enve; he all at once differest
tonight—older, more dependable, moe
ttive comfon

still strong

(]

seemed

trustworthis n fact, n
nnid help in time of trouble

“I did the best 1 knew how. W8l
anvthing wropng®” nsked the bor. o
Ivory stood reg 1kt him with &
friendly smile

“Nothine wrang, IR Dr. PerT
couldn’t bave done ny better with
what you had on hand. | don't kno¥
how 1 sheuldl get alons witaout J&
b Flore Ivory putted Rod's sbose
Fesa “Youre not n obild any longes
tol: vou're 3 man and a brother, thats

nml to prove it l]lnh
nd call rou uﬂ“l
o so thatd
work

t suit _\’{Iﬂr )
1 :ﬁ!;.l!{']m

You are,

wn with my €
O o'etock apd 11 gebfmt
1 more thad

o nupsialre and
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hild, he puts his own nnme lllldu
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